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"The Jews are strange people/' declared a butcher,
"but they eat the right meat."

The general opinion was that they were not quite as
infidel as the Christians. Yet it would be wrong to
assume they are liked by Mahomedans, because the
bad feeling caused by the Prophet's quarrel with Israel
has never quite died down. This is strange, since his
mother was a Jewess.

Some days later when I happened to enter the quad-
rangle of the Matofs house, I heard the words, "Em-
barekl Embarek!" delightedly called by Zain Wallie's
widow.

"The Shereef sent a command this morning that you
should eat with him at noon. Put on your best clothes/'
she continued, as though I were a small child, "and see
that you are clean/'

She added that the messenger had wanted to know
what food and what drinks I preferred. His inquiries
were also of a negative nature, for he wished to hear
about my pet aversions.

"What did you tdl him?" I naively inquired. "Oh/'
replied the lady, "I just guessed and told them that
you wanted tea with cow's milk." (At Mecca the
produce of goats and camels is much drunk.) I felt
sorry the Shereefah had not mentioned my dislike for
beans stewed in oil, which often spoilt my Oriental
dinners.

Mahomed Salie, the Matof, came in, looking im-
portant. He pulled out a heavy silver turnip watch
and said that I had better start at once. The Mecca